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THE  LAKES  AT  NOTRE  DAME 


When  the  sun  shines  in  the  morning  on  the  lakes  at  Notre  Dame 
And  the  meadow-land  is  ringing 
With  the  lark’s  ecstatic  singing, 

And  the  elves  leave  off  from  dancing  and  the  lake  nymphs  disappear; 
When  the  pink  light  tints  the  water, 

Tints  the  deep  green  of  the  water 
And  the  dew-drop  on  the  daffodil  is  gleaming  like  a  tear; 

Then  I  wander  by  the  lakeside, 

In  the  glory  of  the  sun-tide 

When  the  sun  shines  in  the  morning  on  the  lakes  at  Notre  Dame. 

When  the  moon  drifts  in  the  evening  on  the  lakes  at  Notre  Dame, 
And  the  chime-peals  rush  forth  streaming 
Over  waters  that  are  gleaming 

With  the  bands  of  swift  light  darting  from  the  vestal  oriflame; 

When  the  wavelets  rock  the  marsh-grass, 

Rock  to  sleep  the  spiny  marsh-grass, 

And  a  halo  girds  the  Virgin  watching  over  Notre  Dame, 

Then  I  wander  by  the  lakeside, 

Bathing  in  the  mellow  moon-tide, 

When  the  moon  shines  in  the  evening  on  the  lakes  of  Notre  Dame. 

When  the  stars  blink  in  the  night-time  in  the  lakes  at  Notre  Dame, 
Every  spar  of  star-light  showing 
In  the  clear,  deep,  glinting,  glowing, 

As  if  many  a  gem  were  blazing  in  the  bosom  of  the  lake; 

When  faint  music  sways  the  grass-blades 
Sways  the  slender,  dew-gemmed  grass-blades, 

With  the  melodies  undreamed  of  that  the  elves  and  fairies  make, 
Then  I  wander  by  the  lakeside 
At  the  coming  of  the  star-tide 

When  the  stars  shine  in  the  night-time  on  the  lakes  of  Notre  Dame. 
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RUTH 


Evening,  and  a  wine-red  sky 

That  bends  athwart  the  barley-fields  of  Bethlehem, 

And  stains  the  bearded  grain  with  amethyst. 

Two  doves  among  the  bushes  holding  tryst; 

A  solitary  gleaner  passing  by, 

A  lovely  maid,  sad-browed  and  shy. 

Midnight,  and  the  sky-woof  blue 

That  gloams  the  fanes  of  sacred  Bethlehem, 

And  paves  the  star-wrought  arch  of  space. 

The  winnowed  grain  lay  round  the  threshing-place, 
Where  Ruth  crept  to  the  feet  of  Boaz  with  trustful  grace, 
As  Naomi  had  bade  her  do. 

Dawn-time,  and  the  sky-flush  rose 

That  warms  the  opal  globes  of  dew 

Depending  from  the  barley-heads  at  Bethlehem. 

The  Christ-child,  watching  where  the  reaper  mows, 
Thinks  lovingly  of  humble  Ruth ;  and  knows 
An  equal  love  of  Moabite  and  Jew. 
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BURNS 

Drip,  drip,  from  grey-black  eaves, 

The  globes  of  raindrops  fall; 

Caw !  caw !  the  swart  rook  calls, 

And  wings  across  bleak,  fallow  ways. 

The  wind  whirls  dun  autumnal  leaves, 
Athwart  the  sad,  grim  days. 

Sleep,  sleep,  while  Ayr  runs  by 

And  harebells  gleam  with  dew. 

The  little  mouse  creeps  down  to  you, 
The  violets  nestle  on  your  breast; 

And  the  braes  of  Doon  hum  drowsily, 

A  lullaby  of  rest. 
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INTO  THE  LIGHT 

Some  evening  when  the  edge  of  twilight  lays 
Its  folds  of  filmy  darkness  on  my  sight; 

When  day  is  nodding,  and  the  waking  night 
Has  not  yet  mounted  guard, — I  mean  to  raise 

The  curtain  that  in  superstitious  days 
I  dropped  across  the  end  of  life,  in  fright 
Lest  I  should  look  on  Death.  For  now  the  light 
Of  Understanding  fills  the  darkened  ways. 

There  is  no  death.  This  body  that  will  lie 
In  quietude  with  folded  hands  has  kept 
Me  prisoner  against  my  wish.  The  wraith 
Of  Fear  that  haunted  youth  has  fled;  and  I, 
The  ever-living  I,  would  go,  unwept, 

Into  the  Light  that  I  can  see  through  Faith. 
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KEATS 


A  Greek  of  after  years.  The  flow 

Of  Pindar’s  verse;  the  lucent  might 
Of  Lesbos’  Bard;  and  Sappho’s  light, 
Alcaic  strains  and  subtle  glow 
He  had.  With  it  the  love  that  strains 
To  give  each  word  its  fitting  place; 
As  in  mosaics  you  may  trace 
The  art  of  Memmling — and  the  pains — 
Greek  of  the  Greeks,  he  knew  their  lore 
And  worshipped  at  the  pagan  shrine. 
Apollo  nurtured  him  on  wine 
That  Bacchus  brought  from  Chian  store. 
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THE  CARDINAL 


I  had  a  visitor  who  sat  outside 

My  bedroom  window  in  a  chestnut  tree, 

And  filled  his  fluted  throat  with  bursting  pride, 

And  let  me  hear  his  radiant  minstrelsy. 

It  seems  he  had  a  sweetheart  hid  away 

From  sparrows’  bickerings  and  blue  jays’  strife, 

Who  sits  in  adoration  night  and  day 

A-brooding  eggs  that  God  has  touched  with  life. 

And  when  the  little  balls  of  feathered  love 

Lie  snug  against  her  breast,  he’ll  flash  along 

The  Tennessean  hill  and  through  the  grove 
To  spread  the  marvel  in  enraptured  song. 

I  wish  you  all  the  joy,  Sir  Cardinal, 

That  love  and  springtime  hold  for  feathered  things. 

I’m  happier  for  the  honor  of  your  call: 

I  wish  you  joy  in  all  your  wanderings. 
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THE  BOOK  GOD  WRITES 

When  twilight  comes,  go  with  your  heavy  heart 
Along  the  country  way,  where  sweetly  grows, 
Among  the  bending  grass,  the  shy  wild  rose — 

A  thing  of  lonely  beauty  set  apart 
From  trodden  paths;  or  catch  the  sounds  that  dart 
Along  the  aisles  of  night;  or  watch  the  glows 
That  quiver  at  the  edge  of  day — then  close 
The  wasted  years,  and  let  the  new  life  start. 

The  book  of  God  lies  round  you  everywhere ! 

The  scent  of  rose,  the  crickets’  chirp,  the  sweep 
Of  field  and  lake  and  sky — are  pages  all 
On  which  He  writes.  Go  forth,  the  night  is  fair; 
And  harken  with  your  soul  until  the  call 
To  live  and  serve  has  waked  you  from  your  sleep. 
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LAFAYETTE 
(A  Reverie) 


In  other  days,  when  Homer  span 
His  tales  of  great  Achilles’  might, 

And  how  Ulysses’  cohorts  ran 
The  streets  of  Troy  that  fateful  night, 
Until  Mars  paled  from  very  fright; 
When  Hector  struggled,  prince  and  man, 
To  ward  from  Priam’s  house  the  fight, 
While  Guilty  Paris  shunned  the  fight 
And  languished  in  the  turquoise  light 
Of  Helen’s  eyes;  then  heroes  vied, 

Their  hearts  oak-girt  with  manly  pride — 
To  serve  the  principles  of  Right; 

And  men  were  true  and  brave  and  tried — 
In  other  days  when  Homer  span 
His  tales  of  great  Achilles’  might. 

In  other  days  when  men  shall  sing 
The  deeds  and  fame  of  Lafayette, 

The  tale  will  have  a  mythic  ring, 

For  men  forget — yes,  men  forget; 

And  when  some  far-off  age  shall  set, 

He,  like  Achilles,  shall  appear 
To  grace  another  time  and  sphere; 

But  Liberty  will  never  let 
Years  moss  the  name  that  men  revere; 
And  Right  and  Truth  shall  triumph  yet 
In  other  days  when  men  shall  sing 
The  deeds  and  fame  of  Lafayette. 
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UNWORTHY 


I  sit  here  ’neath  the  maple’s  shade  and  sigh 
That  it  was  not  my  happy  lot  to  be 
With  Christ  beside  the  Sea  of  Galilee, 

And  give  my  breast  where  His  dear  head  might  lie. 

They  did  not  love  the  Christ  that  loitered  by 

To  hang  upon  His  words;  and  strained  to  see 
His  cures — they  were  not  worthy  such  as  He, 
They  did  not  love  the  Christ  as  much  as  I. 

Yet  here  I  rest  while  others  heed  the  call 

And  bear  His  message  through  the  gloomy  night, 
And  haunt  the  by-ways  where  sad  sin  is  met 
To  solace  and  to  rescue  those  who  fall. 

I  am  not  worthy,  Lord,  to  grace  Thy  sight; 

Print  this  deep  in  my  heart  lest  I  forget. 
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THE  WAVE 

Slowly  as  a  summer’s  cloud 

Drifts  across  the  June-day  sky, 
The  timid  waves  crawl  up  the  sand, 
With  mottled  foam  they  fleck  the  sand 
And,  tired  out,  recede  and  die. 

The  only  ears  that  hear  them  creep, 
The  only  eyes  that  see  them  weep, 

Are  those  of  Him  that  never  sleep. 
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YE  ARE  NOT  DEAD 

In  Flanders  still  the  poppies  grow 
Among  the  crosses  bending  low, 

On  fragile  stems,  their  cups  of  red, 

Like  censers,  swinging  o’er  the  dead 
That  fell  short  days  ago. 

Ye  are  not  dead !  If  it  were  so, 

We  that  abide  could  never  go 
As  blithely  marching  by  your  bed 
In  Flanders’  fields. 

Because  your  bodies  lie  below, 

Above,  with  an  intenser  glow, 

The  torch  moves  on,  in  your  brave  stead 
Men  dare  to  bleed  as  ye  have  bled — 
That  larks  may  sing,  and  poppies  blow 
In  Flanders’  fields. 
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SOMETIMES 

Sometimes  a  little  hurt 

Is  like  a  scar.  The  wound  will  heal 

With  time;  but  now  and  then  the  blood  will  steal 

Across  the  tear,  and  mark  the  spot 

Which  time  itself  had  quite  forgot. 
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HOPE 

Our  garden  was  abloom  not  long  ago — 
Today  it  lies  in  snow, 

And  bleak  winds  blow. 

But  we  have  faith  that  with  the  healing  rain 
Jonquils  will  live  again. 
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THE  BREATH  OF  GOD 


Sped  with  the  spirit  of  the  night, 

Borne  on  the  music  of  the  coming  day, 

As  the  bleak  November  day  crept  on 
The  maples  whispered,  “He  is  gone.” 

And  the  reed-grass  hangs  low  in  the  lake 
To  bid  the  turquoise  waves  awake 
And  roll — and  roll  their  plastic  might — 

Unceasingly  upon  the  shore 
And  whisper,  “Never,  nevermore.” 

Music  is  the  breath  of  God; 

The  dawn-sky  hears  the  vibrant  notes 
And  flushes  deep  with  joy;  the  fluted  throats 
Of  larks  swell  with  its  might; 

And  scarlet  sumach  gladdens  on  the  sight 
And  tints  the  yellow  on  the  golden  rod. 

There  is  a  sadness  creeping  through  the  soul 
That  feels  the  breath  of  God,  and  cannot  tell 
Its  joy;  ’tis  like  a  bell 

That  promises  sweet  sounds  and  hides  within  its  throat 
A  flat  that  jangles  every  note. 

He  felt,  and  he  could  tell; 

And  on  us  yet  there  is  the  rhythm’s  spell 

Of  what  he  saw;  he  heard  the  music  of  the  golden-rod, 

And  played  the  cadence  in  a  fitting  key; 

He  touched  the  cloud-flush  in  a  reverie 
And  knew  that  music  is  the  breath  of  God. 
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YOU  KEPT  YOUR  RENDEZVOUS 
WITH  DEATH 


You  kept  your  rendezvous  with  Death  ! 
Attended  by  your  bayonet, 

You  crossed  the  poppy-  fields  and  met 
The  edge  of  dawn  in  whose  soft  glow 
You  kept  your  rendezvous  with  Death 
While  vagrant  winds  blew  to  and  fro. 

He  drove  his  lance  through  your  young  side 
And  fiercely  loosed  the  crimson  tide 
Whose  ebb  stole  ruthlessly  your  breath. 

With  eager  step  and  radiant  glance 
You  kept  your  rendezvous  with  Death 
And  spent  your  flaming  life  for  France; 

So  only  might  the  fleur-de-lis 
And  the  beleaguered  Marne  be  free ! 

God  knew  t’were  better  you  should  sleep 
A  broken  soldier  on  some  hill, 

Your  grave  a  shrine  than  cradled  deep 
With  one  you  love,  breath  touching  breath, 
Still  hear  France  call,  “Christ,  send  us  men!” 
You  kept  your  rendezvous  with  Death — 

At  day-break  when  the  steel  was  chill 
And  drowsy  poppies  nodded — then 
On  your  pledged  word,  through  fields  of  dew, 
You  hastened  to  that  rendezvous. 
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THE  THRUSH 


The  thrush  swings  low  in  the  lilac  bush 
Beleaguered  by  lavender  light. 

And  softly  sprinkles  the  twilight  hush, 

With  fluted  pipings  to  drowsy  night 
That  creeps  across  the  east  with  sombre  flush. 

The  amber  darts  of  the  low-hung  sun 
Have  softened  its  wings  with  gray, 

And  the  trembling  notes  hold  a  sadness  spun 
From  the  wistful  sighs  of  the  nodding  day; 

And  the  saddest  notes  are  the  sweetest  notes  alway. 

It  sings  the  time  when  the  spider  webs 
The  fern  to  the  anemone; 

When  the  dew-globes  gleam  as  the  night-gloom  ebbs 
From  the  laurel  buds;  and  the  dogwood  tree 
Keeps  its  leaves  unstirred,  where  the  owl  sits  stolidly. 

It  pipes  when  the  fog-wraith  haunts  the  vale; 

When  the  Erl  King  mounts  the  gale, 

And  the  hoar-frost  chills  the  glebe  and  air. 

In  the  praise  of  summer  all  birds  share, 

But  the  thrush  alone  has  a  note  for  winter’s  care. 

There  is  a  chord  in  the  silent  tree, 

That  feels  the  thrush’s  song; 

The  rock-girt  shore  can  hear  the  sea 
Hurl  tumblingly  its  waves  along 
And  charm  the  air  with  their  sweet  threnody. 
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STAR  OF  THE  SEA 

When  I  embark  upon  the  chartless  sea — 

Whose  nearer  waters  touch  the  shifting  shore 
Of  life,  whose  farther  stretches  softly  pour 
On  vasty  beaches  of  eternity — 

What  shall  I  do,  dear  God,  if  there  should  be 
No  star  of  Faith  sweetly  to  move  before 
And  light,  across  the  ocean’s  lampless  floor, 

The  erring  soul  Thou  hast  entrusted  me? 

At  twilight  when  the  spent  sun-flames  burn  low 
And  dusk  steals  gently  as  my  mother’s  prayer, 

I  sit  alone,  straining  across  the  dark 
To  see  the  evening  star;  and  when  its  glow 
Sifts  through  the  cheerless  gloom,  I  whisper,  “There 
Shall  be  a  star  to  guide  when  I  embark.” 
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WHIP-POOR-WILL 


Today,  at  Notre  Dame,  atop  a  bush, 

Gemming  the  silence  of  the  lake-side  hush 
With  song,  I  heard  a  solitary  thrush  ! 

Whip-Poor-Will, 

The  fluted  magic  of  its  witchery 
Is  dim  tonight !  You  have  enchanted  me, 
Whip-Poor-Will. 

Toniyht  I  sit  alone  and  strain  to  hear 
Your  plaintive  whistling — softly  pitched  and  clear — 
In  cadenced  sadness  whispered  in  my  ear. 
Whip-Poor-Will, 

Does  vasty  darkness  somewhere  sadden  you? 

And  are  you  very,  very  lonely,  too, 

Whip-Poor-Will  ? 

My  faith,  I  think,  has  spun  a  web  of  gold 
From  out  your  song,  with  meshes  that  will  hold 
A  fancy  rare  as  poet  ever  told. 

Whip-Poor-Will, 

You  float  along  the  night :  I  cannot  see, 

But  you  have  left  your  only  song  with  me, 
Whip-Poor-Will. 
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MOTHER 

The  flowers  that  are  put 
Upon  her  breast 
Will  shed  no  fragrance 

When  her  heart  is  stilled. 

The  praise  we  whisper 
When  she  lies  at  rest 
Will  bring  no  smile 

To  lips  forever  chilled. 

Today,  the  petals 

Of  a  wayside  rose 
Will  lure  away 

A  multitude  of  woes 
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THIS  IS  A  TALE  FROM  ARABY 


Upon  a  time,  a  date  merchant,  pious  and  poor,  lay  dying. 
He  sent  for  his  two  sons,  gave  them  equally  of  his 
scanty  savings,  blessed  them  and  said :  “So  live  that 
when  you  die,  the  poor,  the  sick,  the  outcast  will  mourn 
the  passing  of  a  friend.” 

The  elder  son  chose  to  be  a  dealer  in  rare  rugs  and 
became  very  rich.  But  as  he  added  to  his  wealth,  he 
gave  less  and  less  to  the  needy,  until  his  name  was  a 
byword,  jeered  and  despised. 

The  younger  son  was  a  cobbler.  He  worked  many  hours 
for  little  pay.  Yet  each  day  he  laid  by  a  coin  that  was 
ever  ready  to  serve  the  unfortunate.  In  time  his  name 
was  spoken  softly  by  scores  of  those  made  happier 
because  he  lived. 

Years  piled  on  years,  and  then  came  the  Call  inexorable. 
Together,  the  rich  rug  merchant  and  the  poor  cobbler 
stood  at  the  Judgment  Seat. 
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The  Judge  spake:  “To  each  of  you  a  dwelling  accord¬ 
ing  to  his  deserts.” 

A  radiant  Being  led  them  from  the  light  and  warmth 
into  a  valley  of  fog  and  cold  and  gloom.  Under  the 
drippings  of  a  sinster  rock  was  a  hovel,  wretched 
beyond  words. 

Humbly,  the  cobbler  said,  “This  surely  is  mine.”  “Nay,” 
said  the  Guide,  “Your  brother  here  abides.  Every  stone 
he  fed  the  hungry,  every  sneer  he  gave  the  sick,  every 
burden  he  laid  upon  the  helpless — is  in  this  evil  place.” 

Then  to  a  glorious  spot  where  flowers  lived,  and  birds 
found  sanctuary,  the  Being  led  the  cobbler  and  stopped 
before  a  mansion  the  like  of  which  our  Earth  has  never  seen. 

“And  this  is  yours,”  the  Presence  said.  “The  bread  that 
you  denied  yourself ;  the  words  with  which  you  heartened 
the  despairing;  the  hours  you  passed  with  those  in  grief, — 
all  are  assembled  here.  The  deeds  you  wrought  in  life 
have  been  transmuted  by  divine  alchemy  into  this 
mansion.  It  is  yours:  verily,  it  is  YOU.” 

THIS  IS  A  TALE  FROM  ARABY 
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MY  DOVES  ARE  BACK  AGAIN 


My  doves  are  back  again. 

Spring’s  traveled  north 
On  feathered  things — 

My  doves  are  back  again. 

My  heart  is  housing  winter  still, 

In  spite  of  birds  and 
Things  that  springtime  brings, 

My  heart  is  housing  winter  still. 

The  world’s  in  pain; 

The  devils  stalk  their  prey; 

Tho  earth  seems  lost  in  hopelessness; 
My  doves  are  back  again. 

I  want  to  bring 

To  hearts  in  terror  torn, 

The  peace  I  feel  and  know 

When  doves  are  back  again. 
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WAITING 


At  times  I  stray, 

When  life  seems  gray, 

And  watch  the  pearl-capped  waves  at  play 
Upon  the  lake: 

I  let  thoughts  make 

Their  own  sweet  course.  Rare  memories  wake 
That  long  have  slept,  and  gently  take 
Me  back  to  some  forgotten  day. 

As  swift  sun-rays 
Can  change  the  grays 
Of  cold,  bleak  skies  into  a  blaze 
Of  light,  that  stains 
The  spiralled  fanes 

Of  wind-swept  clouds;  so  old,  sad  trains 
Of  day-dreams  run  in  sweefer  strains 
When  set  to  music  of  forgotten  days. 

When  thrushes  trill, 

And  the  fields  are  still 

And  mottled  with  the  daffodil, 

Then  death  is  far 
As  some  vague  star 

That  spans  the  lake,  with  twinkling  spar. 
Tonight  I  look  beyond  the  bar 
And  long  to  cross — yet  bide  His  will. 
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IN  ALASKAN  SEAS 


A-winding  through  enchanted  seas  that  lie 
In  sweet  tranquility  beneath  the  hoods 
Of  snow-girt  peaks;  or  breaking  solitudes 
As  fairy-like  as  lakes  in  Arcady; 

Or  watching  mutely  purpled  cliffs  go  by, 

And  glacial  drifts  stained  turqualine,  and  woods 
On  islands  marvellously  green — such  moods 
Are  waked  as  bring  you  very  close  to  me. 

When  drifting  down  the  turgid  stream  of  life, 
Becalmed  in  bayous  of  each  petty  care, 

Or  tempest-swept  and  lost  from  anchorage — 

I’ll  tell  of  these  Alaskan  days !  No  strife 
Is  here,  just  majesty  and  peace  ;  more  rare 
Than  all  the  gold  that  lies  in  quartz-bound  cage. 
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A  STAR  UNFADING 

Unnamed,  beyond  the  bounds  of  mortal  ken 
In  some  vast  space  there  whirls  a  star 
Unplumbed,  unknown;  ’twould  take  its  turquoise  spar 
A  million  years  to  reach  the  eyes  of  men. 

It  is  a  part  of  God’s  great  plan;  and  when 
He  called  in  being  myriad  things  that  are, 

He  put  this  silent  force  to  guide  our  far 
Off  earth  in  harmony  unknown  till  then. 

The  years  will  come  when  Father  Sorin’s  fame 
Will  be  unheard;  his  grave  unmarked;  his  deeds 
Unsung.  But  like  the  star  he  shall  be  felt. 

And  those  unborn  shall  ask  of  God  his  name; 

For  many  that  will  kneel  in  sorest  needs 

Shall  rise,  through  him,  with  hearts  that  Christ’s  words  melt. 
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A  REVERIE 


Where  do  I  tend? 

What  is  the  very  end 

Of  life?  The  mottled  butterfly  that  wings 

Its  lazy  way  among  the  golden-rods, 

Or  steals  the  pollen  from  the  tasseled  corn  that  nods 
To  the  soft  wind’s  wooing;  the  honey  bee 
That  sips  from  nectared  cloverhead,  and  sings 
Its  lazy  tune 

Through  fragrant  June — 

These  live  their  little  day  and  cease  to  be. 

Shall  I  do  more? 

I  dare  not  seek  God’s  mind, 

But  this  I  feel:  that  all  things  lay 
Their  course  to  His  eternal  plan. 

I  see  the  glow  of  faith  and  say 
I  journeyed  hence  with  her  a  little  way 
And  was  a  man. 
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INTROSPECTION 


Tonight  when  you  lie  down  to  sleep 
Have  left  your  soul  with  God  in  keep, 
Before  the  real  world  slips  away, 

Take  reckoning  of  your  Christmas  Day. 

The  cause  that  He  plead  everywhere, 

By  word,  by  deed,  was,  “Do  your  share 
In  lending  happiness  to  men, 

And  it  shall  be  returned  again.” 

The  golden  hours  that  you  have  spent 
On  self,  are  gone.  But  those  you  lent 
To  bring  a  smile  where  none  had  been 
Are  sacred  to  the  Nazarene. 

For  though  the  world  may  jeer  and  jest, 
A  life  of  service  is  the  best, 

And  happiness  will  never  be 
For  him  that  scoffs  at  Calvary. 
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STAR  OF  LIFE 

I  look  along  the  backward  path  that  leads 
To  Yesterday.  Up  hill  and  down  it  goes, 

And  zig-zags  right  and  left;  beyond  it  shows 
A  bit  of  pleasant  way — and  then,  just  weeds. 

Sometimes  I  wish  that  I  could  trace  the  seeds 
I  scattered  to  the  wind — one  never  knows 
Just  what  has  grown  from  them,  one  never  knows  - 
And,  weeds  or  flowers,  I  have  scattered  seeds. 

Tomorrow  and  the  morrow  and  the  next 
Are  filled  with  you.  I  cannot  think  a  day 
Into  my  life  in  which  the  opening  thought 
And  final  meditation  will  not  weigh 
Your  happiness,  for  I  have  learned  this  text 
From  Yesterday;  just  Love— all  else  is  naught. 
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DREAMS 

Men  say  that  I  dream,  and  that  dreams  are  untrue — 
(But  how  can  they  know  that  my  dreams  are  of  you?) 

That  at  night  when  I  dream  with  the  stars  in  the  sky, 

I  am  dreaming  just  dreams — yes,  a  dreamer  am  I ! 

# 

I  dream  of  a  dell  in  the  forest  of  life, 

Away  from  the  glare  and  the  care  and  the  strife, 

A  dell  where,  unheeded,  we  two  by  a  stream 
May  dream  on  forever,  forever  may  dream. 
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STAR  OF  LOVE 


I  sometimes  wonder  why  you  came  to  me  ! 

To  me  of  all  the  myriad  souls  that  move 
In  this  vast  peopled  world,  you  gave  your  love 
The  love  that  I  had  feared  would  never  be. 

All  through  the  day,  I  looked  so  patiently 
To  find  you,  and  at  night  I  often  wove 
Such  charming  dreams,  the  morning  would  disprove 
Then  I  would  take  my  work  up  wearily. 

I  think  God  sent  you  for  the  years  that  I, 

Though  erring  often,  struggled  toward  the  Right. 

I  think  He  means  that  I  shall,  by  and  by, 

Pass  through  the  shade,  and  come  into  the  Light 
Where  Love  is  God,  and  I  shall  always  see, 

And  never  wonder  why  you  came' to  me. 


STAR  OF  FAITH 


I  sit  in  quiet  mood  here  by  your  side 
And  lay  my  hand,  in  love,  upon  your  cheek. 
There  is  no  need  that  you  or  I  should  speak, 
The  touch  is  eloquent,  and  will  abide 

In  memory  when  words  shall  long  have  died 
Upon  the  ear.  Why  should  we  ever  seek 
To  fit  our  joy  to  words?  Words  are  too  weak 
To  hold  this  love  that  God  has  sanctified  ! 

And  we  shall  grow  in  sweeter  comradeship 
As,  borne  upon  the  tide  of  years,  we  lay 
Our  course  toward  Death ;  and  Death  will 
wear  a  smile, 

I  know,  if  you  have  gone  a  little  while 
Before;  and  you  will  come  with  laughing  lip 
To  me,  if  I,  in  Faith,  have  led  the  way. 
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WRITTEN  IN  A  GRAVEYARD 


We  sit  in  perfect  understanding,  Dear, 

As  daylight  leaves  the  ragged  turf  that  lies 
In  this  forsaken  spot.  The  ants  and  flies 
Crawl  in  and  out  among  the  grass,  and  here 

And  there  a  bee  hums  by  without  a  fear 
Of  us,  to  sip  from  fragrant  chalices 
His  fill  of  sweets.  Then  come  the  mysteries 
Of  night,  and  God  and  you  and  I  are  near. 

And  I  find  pleasure,  as  I  hunt  the  stars 
That  lie  concealed  within  the  sea  of  night 
In  thinking  that  almost  before  we  know 
Our  wishes,  you  and  I  will  pass  the  bars 
And  shoals  of  life,  and  seek  the  light 
That  through  the  starless  years  we  wanted  so. 
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A  DREAM 


I  dreamed  last  night  a  childhood  dream; 
I  dreamed  I  had  a  cockle-boat, 

A  swift  and  graceful  cockle-boat 
Afloat  upon  a  crystal  stream; 

And  each  one  passing  smiled  at  me, 

And  joyfully  I  smiled  at  them, 

And  carelessly  smiled  back  at  them, 
And  smiling  drifted  out  to  sea. 

The  clouds  were  tinted  white  to  blue, 
Such  tinted  clouds  as  fairies  weave, 
As  fairies  from  the  rainbows  weave 
When  elves  dance  on  the  globes  of  dew. 

I  formed  from  out  some  clouds  a  face, 
The  fairest  face  I  formed  of  them, 
The  purest  face  I  formed  of  them 
That  ever  fancy’s  brush  can  trace. 

The  hair  I  made  of  softest  gold 

From  out  the  edges  of  a  cloud, 

The  ragged  edges  of  a  cloud 
Off  which  the  dancing  sunbeams  rolled. 
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The  eyes  were  sparkling,  matchless  blue, 

Such  blue  as  only  heaven  makes, 

The  blue  the  vault  of  heaven  makes 
To  hide  the  angels  from  our  view. 

The  brow  was  white — and  whiter  far 
Than  any  snow-drop  of  the  north, 

A  glinting  snow-drop  of  the  north 
That  glistens  on  an  icy  spar. 

The  ears  were  pink,  the  rarest  pink, 

Such  as  an  April  dawn  may  have, 

Such  as  a  coral  reef  may  have, 

But  nothing  else  can  have,  I  think. 

The  dreams  and  years  have  swiftly  passed, 

Have  passed  and  touched  my  head  with  gray, 
Have  lightly  touched  my  head  with  gray, — - 
For  dream-years  softly  go,  and  fast; 

But  there  lies  in  the  evening  sky, 

The  evening  sky  that  bounds  my  life, 

A  fairy  face  that  guides  my  life, 

That  waits  for  me  eternally. 
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THE  ONLY  FEAR 

The  only  fear  I  have  today 
Is  fear  that  when  you  go  away, 

Or  if  I  have  a  call  before — 

The  other  waits  upon  this  shore. 

If  I  could  feel  that  you  and  I 
Should  sweetly  seek  eternity, 

With  souls  still  mated  wing  away, 

The  sky  would  have  no  clouds  today. 
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AT  TWILIGHT 

A-dreaming,  I  walk  alone ! 

The  grays  steal  softly  up  the  kindly  sky: 

The  moon  is  deep  with  dusk: 

The  birds  are  stilled;  but  you  are  near — 

As  the  far-remembered  scent 

Of  apple-blossoms,  soft  as  the  breath  of  sleeping  night. 
A-dreaming,  I  walk  alone ! 
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AN  ETCHING 

I  like  to  watch  the  gray 
Curling  up  from  the  evening  sky 
Out  at  the  edge  of  day, 

For  then  you  nestle  closer  and 
The  clouds  are  hid  away. 
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MAY  THOUGHTS 

The  notion  came  to  me  today 
As  I  was  walking  through  May’s  early  bloom — 
Forerunner  of  fair  June-time’s  rare  perfume — 
That  we  would  not  be  earth-dwellers  always; 

That  sometime  when  the  tinted  greens  of  May 
Come  slyly  at  spring’s  call,  in  some  chill  room 
Incaverned  in  the  earth,  a  bride  and  groom 
Of  death,  we  shall  not  hear  the  brown  thrush  lay. 

My  love,  my  heart  calls  yearningly  for  you 
To  come  and  share  with  me  these  springtime  years 
When  every  pulse  responds  to  what  is  good — 

A  rose  is  fairer  if  you  share  my  view3 

A  linnet’s  song  is  sweeter  to  my  ears, 

If  you  are  by  to  breathe  the  solitude. 
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A  PROSPECTIVE 


I  wonder  in  the  afterglow  of  years— 

When  Time  plays  softly  on  his  violin 
Some  melody  our  lives  are  woven  in — 

If  strings  will  sing  of  gladness  or  of  tears; 
Shall  I  be  like  the  figure  of  despair — 

Averted  face,  deep  buried  in  his  hands, 
Sad  that  the  run  of  wasted  sands 
Is  almost  spent  with  nothing  done  that’s  fair? 
Or  shall  I  be  the  dreamer-man  wide-eyed, 

A-looking  sweetly  down  the  winding  lane 
Regretful  it  cannot  be  trod  again, 

Yet  thankful  for  the  love-dream  by  his  side? 
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LINES  TO  A  DEJECTED  LOVER 

I  have  not  seen  her  hair  nor  heard  her  voice, 

Nor  looked  into  her  mirrored  eyes  so  true 

And  fair;  and  yet  I  know,  when  I  shall  view 

That  face,  my  heart  can  but  command  your  choice. 

I  fancy  that  her  soft  blue  eyes  rejoice 
To  show  in  roguish  mirth  their  love  for  you; 

A  skin  so  clear  that  veined  blood  shines  through 
Like  turquoise  laid  in  marble,  to  rejoice 
The  fairness  of  her  soul;  a  wayward  throng 
Of  half-coquettish  locks  that  love  to  twine 
Adown  her  dimpled  cheeks.  The  lyric  strain 
Of  Milton’s  soul,  or  Shelley’s  more  divine. 

Alone  could  move  these  queenly  charms  among 
And  weave  them  fittingly  in  sweet  refrain. 
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FAITH 


^  ou  asked  me,  Love,  what  I  should  do 
If  you  were  gone  from  me, 

And  I  were  sitting  in  this  nook, 

Where  you  are  wont  to  be 
When  the  ingle  fire  flickers  low, 

And  night  blinks  drowsily. 

I  think  that  I  should  sit  and  dream 
That  now  is  yesterday; 

And  you  are  kneeling  by  my  side 
In  your  sweet,  graceful  way, 

And  I  am  peering  in  your  eyes, 

Where  Love  and  Mischief  play. 

I  would  not  let  the  sad  night  hear 
A  murmur  or  a  sigh. 

The  strongest  proof  of  love  is  .this 
To  feel  it  can  not  die, 

To  think  that  He  Himself  is  love, 

And  life  slips  swiftly  by. 

I  know  that  I  should  miss  you,  Love, 

As  the  shore  would  miss  the  sea; 

But  I  would  live  and  work  and  pray 
Till  God  would  let  me  be 
Where  you  were,  watching,  waiting,  Love 
If  you  were  gone  from  me. 
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THE  PERMANENCE  OF  LOVE 

Along  this  trail,  beneath  this  aged  beach, 

Upon  the  very  stump  on  which  I  sit, 

Like  me,  some  other  man  has  paused  a  bit 
To  put  his  golden  wish  in  leaden  speech. 

And  though  the  centuries  between  us  reach, 

This  dell  is  just  the  same;  the  same  sun  lit 
His  face;  the  same  fine  rage  was  his — rage  fit 
To  make  her  feel  and  know  what  he  would  teach. 

Today  and  yesterday  are  gone,  and  I 

Shall  go  tomorrow.  But  another  one 

Will  stand  among  these  roots,  and  tell  the  tale 

That  I  have  told  to  you;  and  she  will  pale 

And  wide-eyed,  penetrate  the  mystery 

Of  Love  and  God  as  we — and  they— have  done. 
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FINIS 

So  few  the  months  that  lie  ahead, 

So  long  my  dwelling  with  the  dead; 

The  cruel  road  has  one  more  bend, 

Then  rest.  I’ve  reached  my  journey’s  end. 

I  must  not  loiter  on  the  way, 

Twilight  has  touched  the  edge  of  day. 
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“So  live  that  when  you  die,  the  poor,  the  sick,  the 
outcast  will  mourn  the  passing  of  a  friend.” 


— Frank  E.  Herin 
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